2                            SILENT IS THE VISTULA
human hearts rallied at the call, lifted up in faith, in prayer and in tope
The Mass over, Andrew and Scholar joined me at the door of the church.
"Well, what are your plans for the day?" I asked.
"Don t you know?"
"Of courser I shrugged my shoulders. "I mean, are you coming with me now^ 111 give you some breakfast Then well go our ways I have a briefing at nine, anyway."
"Whew!" Scholar clucked his tongue. "Don't you sound important!**
We got to Topie! Street, and started climbing up. The house Barbarka and I lived in, second from the corner of Obozna Street that ran along the University grounds, had been through the Siege of Warsaw in 1939. It wasn't badly damaged, but the staircase had not been repaired during the past five years. In the lobby downstairs timid grass and bare earth pushed their way in between the marble blocks. At the door of my fourth-floor apartment a cunning alarm had been installed in 1942 that a stranger standing at the door could not fail to set off.
I had three rooms, small but "well appointed/' as Scholar used to say. And yet we found enough space to store two field cots (which were made up to resemble a small table in the kitchen, complete with a cloth and a vase of flowers), three studio couches, two rubber mattresses that disturbed one with memories of happy prewar canoe trips and sunny riverbanks, and finally eleven mattresses, cleverly constructed of impregnated paper. The only trouble with them was they had to be inflated every two hours or so, which did not permit a long rest, unless one preferred to sleep on the bare floor or on my Smyrna rug. Besides this bedding equipment, actually used by an amazing number of people, we had contrived a few excellent hiding places, small and large, such as